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TIMe: Everything is within walking distance if you have enough.tis&teven Wright, American comedian, 1955 -

Opinion

Putting the past to work

t recently occurred to me, some 15 years after |
went to Waimea Falls Park for nighttime walks un
the light of the full moon, that what attracted me in
first place—indeed, what has kept me returning ove
years—is still there and possibly has grown stronggé
For one thing, to walkin Waimea Valley on the ng
shore of Oahu is to have one foot in the past and on¢
in the present. Smells and sounds and visual landn
mix together in a succulent stew, triggering thought
timelessness. For another thing, although the valley
known unhappiness in its time, there is a palatable s
of ‘hospitality of place’ that makes crossing the stre
and entering the valley a sensual exgs
rience. While | doubt it's unique t
Hawalii, I've experienced it in Hawa
ian locales more than in other plac
Maybe there really is something t
emanates from the site; maybe it's jd
me. To enter this valley, day or nigiis
is to enter a realm devoid of the anji§
ety-producing concerns of our timg
At night, | feel these sensatiorSe
heighten.

Asleftthe parking lotand walkeg
under the cover of darkness, it raing
slightly in the wonderful, soft wa
moisture can fill the air in Hawaii. [§
easily followed the roatthe one mile
or so back to the waterfalls the vall¢
is famous for—all the light | needed,
and more, came from the moon, full and close. An
ingly, the light stopped close to the ground—I could h
read a newspaper if | wanted to, but | could not se
feet. The road appeared as a surreal ribbon of blac
cutting through the trees which were clearly defined.
past, too, felt full and close and | felt it wrap around
as | bridged the stream on the modern concrete
Water bubbled and gurgled in the night air, inten
reaching the sea. | felt as though the valley itself
burbling with joy. | cannot think of anything that wou
have surprised me at that moment. House platform
secretive small paths created an impression of wa
through a populated area—a valley with a village i
and people too, if | cared to stop and visit.

Walking slowly, my head swimming with the wo
der of it all as | struggled to see in light blocked by
branches, | noticed that off on either side of the roag
rocks and plants loomed menacingly. Their pres
placed into proper perspective the comfortable feg

fysint, as | seem to remember doing on previous Vjsi
ddowing my pace only when the vista opened on
theassy knoll luminous in the light of the moon.

r the The air was cool and heavily scented with hint
sexotic plants and flowers that bloom only after the
igoes down. Whatever wind there was served who
oricgite the leaves and move the smells along with n
navkalked. It was a quiet walk—any other people who
sv@fre out and about were so silent as to be invisible. |
dwmgdd have been anywhere, at any time in history. There
@ree no cars, no traffic noise, no music, no indicatipns,
amfact, as to which year, decade or century | was in.

. In the early 19th century, this val-
ley supported a lively village teeming
with the activities of athousand people.
Sandalwood grew profusely on the vial-
ley sides, holding the steep banks
together. Through over-cutting for the
China trade, soil erosion proved disps-
trous during heavy rains. Rocks fell,

4 | Hawaiian hale were destroyed. The
valley became uninhabitable for the
number of people who lived there. They
moved on. Today, the valley is a park,
an arboretum and botanical garden that
is home to plants rather than people. It
isinitselfunique, harboring florafound
few other places. But it is timelessness
that calls me, and it calls in a voice that
hardly falters.
naz- Too quickly, | was at the falls. Sitting, miles fram
dke city, looking up at the night sky with the mqon
ehaliind a cloud, shooting stars became visible.
knessThis happens to me, with minor variations, every
Time | go there. Year after year.riremory, | wonde
ihéhe suspension of time and space that | experienced
reas a dream or if it was realityearning for the pas
ithink, carries with it such sadness that | prefer liying
Wathe present. However, whenever | enter this valley,
lthe past becomes present. Whatever yearnings || feel
sa@indnish, replaced by the joy of the moment.
king | don't think this is uniquely my experience.
natgument is not about whether or not it's worthwhjile,
but whether the opportunity to find out should continue
rto exist, or slowly fade away in collective memories.
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lgggnpany, | think Waimea Falls Park needs t

that came with being on the road. | speeded up pas

svilBised, and often, if it is to stay alive.




